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Till Menai's overburthened tide, 
Wide-blushing with the streaming gore, 
And choked with carnage, ebbs no more ; 
While mail-clad warriors, on her side, 
In anguish drag their deep-gash'd wounds along, 
And 'fore the red-stained Ghief are heaped the mangled throng. 

Thus Loegria's onset, Loegria's flight, 

The struggle, doom' d her power to tame* 
Shall, with her routed sons, unite 
To raise great Owain's sword to fame : 
While seven score tongues of his exploits shall tell, 
And all their high renown through- future ages swell. 
* 

TRANSLATIONS OF THE PENNILLION. 

XXXIX. 

On Meirion's hills (the truth to speak) 

Delight is often found ; 
For though the scene be bare and bleak, 

Yet mirth and joy abound : 
Who would expect the cuckoo's song 
To hear the mountain bogs among ? 

XL. 

Who is himself quite free from blame, 
Let him alone my faults proclaim ; 
But those, whose faults we daily see, 
May spare their pains to censure me. 

XLI. 

Turn, quickly turn thy face, I pray, 

And with thy face turn here thy heart, 
Oh, let thy will too turn this way ; 

Think something of thy lover's smart. 

XUI. 

Oft has it been my wish to gain 
A lover in a minstrel-swain, 
Who, with his harp's melodious pow'r, 
Might soothe the morn and evening hour. 
» ♦ 

VOL. t. 2 H 



